Now if you arc a maide,anfwer to tins* 

Hero I talkt with no man at that howcr my tord* 
^Prince Why then arc you no maiden. Leonato, 
I am fory you mufl hcare:vpon mine honor, 
My felfe,my brother,and this grieued Countc 
Did fee her Jieare her,at that howre laft night, 
Talke with a ruffian at her chamber window, 
Who hath indeede mod like a liberal! vilLine, 
Confefl: the vile encounters they haue had 
A thoufand times in fecrct. 

Iohn Fie,fie,they are not to beaamcd my lord, 
Not to befpokeof. 

There is not chaftitie enough in language, 
Without offence to vtter them:thus pretty lady, 
lam fory for thy much mifgouernement. 

CVW, O Hero! what a Hero Iiadft thou bin, 
Ifhalfcthy outward gtMccshadbin placed, 
About thy thoughts and counfailcs of thy heart? 
But fare thee well ,moft foule,moft fairc farewell 
Thou pure impictie,and impious puritic, 
For thee ile locke vp all the gates of Loue. 
And on my eie-liddes (hall Conie&urc hang, 
To turnc all beautie into thoughts of harme, 
And neuer fhall it more be gracious* 

Leonato Hath no mans~dagger here a point for me. 
Beatrice Whv how now coiin,whcrforc finkc you dowi 

TlaSlari Come let vs go:thcfe things come thus to light, 
Smother her fphits vp. 

BeneMc'kf How doth the Lady? 

Beatrice Dead I thinke 5 help vncle, 
Hero, whv Hero, vncle, figmorBencdickc,Frier. 

Leonato O Fate! take not away thy hcauy hand, 
Death is the faired couer for her fhame 
That may be wifht for. 

"Beatrice How now cofin Herof 

Frier Hauc comfort lady. 
Leomto Daft thou lookc vp? 


about Nothing. 

Vrkr Yea,whereforc Ihould flie not? 

Leonato Wherfore? why doth not eucry earthly thing, 
Cry fhame vpon her'could (he here deny 
The ftory that is printed in her bloudf 
Do notlmcHcrcdonotopcthinccics: 
For did I thinke thou wouldft not quickiy die, 
Thought I thy fpirites were ftronger than thy ihames, 
My felte would on the rereward of reproches 
Strike at thv life. Grieued I I had but one? 
Chid I for that at frugall Natures frame? 

0 one too much by thecrwhy had I one? 
Whv euer waft thou louely in my cies? 
Why had I not with charitable hand, 
Tooke vp a beggars ilTue at my gates, 
Who (inirched thus,and mired with infamy, 

1 might hauc fiid,no part of it is mine, 

This (hame deriucs it felfc from vnknowne loyne^ 
But mine and mine I !oued,and mine T praifde, 
And mine that I was prowd on mine fo much* 
That I my felfe,was to my felfc not mines 
Valewingofher,why fhe,0 fheisfalne, 
Into a pit of incke, that the wide fca 
Hath drops too few to wafh her cleane againe, 
A nd fait too little,which may feafon giue 
To her foule tainted flefli. 

Ben. Sir,fir,be patient ,for my part I am fo attired in wow- 
der, I know not what to fay. 

Beat. O on my foulc my cofin is belied. 

Bene. Lady,wereyou her bedfellow laftnight? 

'Beat. No trulVjnot although vntill laftnight, 
I hauc this tweluemonth bin her bedfellow. 

Leon. ConfirmdjConfirmdjO that is ftronger mad^ 
Which was before bard vp with ribs of yron, 
Would the two princes lie,and Claudio lie, 
Who loued her fo,that fpeaking of her foulcnefle, 
Wafh t it with teareslhcnce from hcr,let her die. 

Frier Hcare me a little/or 1 haue only bin filcnt fo tong,& 
*iuen way vnto this courfe of fortune, by noting of th e lady , I 
luucmarkt, *G A 
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